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M UST I, in Glence, ſtill . | 

My Tommy? s loſs, muſt diſcontent, 

Still rack with doubts, my conſtant mind, | | 

And Tommy ſtill remain unkind? > 2 
In vain I would new joys procure, * | pn 191.08 25 

In vain in abſence ſeek my cure, 1 \ 


No eaſe by day, no eur by nights . S nl 2 


" bo » 
* wy J _ KC TY 
. * + * * 
* oh AY 
77 2 


His dear, dear image, Py . e 8 be 
Shall I, depriv'd of all my bliſs, | a 8 = 


Read Mirah's tale to gentle Testes me 
Or Cutadaſh, with fapture fir d, ech 1b > 
Her Orooncko ſtill admir' dee b. 0 — 
Have they more love, more truth that my (135-26 5 
Or muſþ l paſs ty. Tommy by? rant 5 
No; ſpite of all that gives me pain, 1150 {1 
And 'ſpite of tears that flow in vain: 302 4 65 
In ſpite of all the wrongs I feel, ry e 
And ſpite of Gul, and curs'd PR "I: ig nant: 
I till, 1 . heart ſhall. prove, b iow? Lok. 
Still ſing the, goaiſe of him I love. A: LES 
Sue lover, never yet could claim, Aro wh | 
80 pure, ſo chaſte, irefin'd: a flame, 351201 molt ; 
Tho' Eleiſe, in ſtrains harmonic, „ 2694 9G - "IR | 
opts ver loye was Xe, Platonic, -* | 8 
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. Wow curſe that matrimonial chain, om 250] 
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For that which ev'cy hour maſt pr $342 5 
„The fad, ſad folly tis to fix, Nm ba 
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Nor ceas'd her flame for him to burn, 
Who never could her love return; 
What tho? no tyrant's bloody hand, 


Did execute a dire command, c 77 TI 
Tuche niture, Mf es bed. >» 
Has made my Tom an Abelard. 


Oh, curs'd the hour, and curs'd the though, /7 
That firſt on Tommy's ſenſes wrought, | 


And made him change his Peggy's s 1 3 


On twenty-one at fitty-ſog -; Linon I iv Oh; 


Ah! why did vou, my love, eas 1 hive 85 
10 ſuch a taſk, at ſuch an age? 1 Sts: 


tle” 


When you and T, rd for bliſs; 5 5. 89D) OH 


in the op'nels of your ſoul, - : - rita 12 
"You ſpake your mind nba ene, 215 


- The cauſe of all yogr gtief and 7328 
And ſware, if once luck „ tn a 5 
How all your thoughts ſhould tuti to me, * 
"a In courſe of things, how well 5 8240 ſi BE) 
WM What ſtores of blifs-wel had in vi 10 ic 6k» 


Then . croſs the? ire, 4 Wy 
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Then 3 perks bs 9 Wh 231 . 175 — 
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L 81 
& Ay, let the world ſay what they will, 
There's none would dare diſpute my ſkill; 
* And as to fortune, God 'tis ſuch, 
C No man in town can boaſt ſo much; 
« For, tho? I do not care to ſhew it, 
« Some might); men will ſhortly know it, 


c Nor is that all I have in ſtore, . 


887 ſomething 3 oO 
„What thinks my girl? ſhould you ſees 
© The proud Reſcinders bow to me, 


Aud, 'ſpite of alli the zeal they've neun, 
6 I be the member for this town; e - 
in their own WI 2 


ce Let them 


, — * 


what, e 
. But tices wil 


« When Lean 


& I don't regard one ſingle un 
«© What all his friends ca ſay of e, 


cc I think. myſelf; as good as he. l Wy ; 


4 And yous: my dove, Hall itt yout türn, Us 
c Make fome grand dames with envy bm; 
.* Ev'n Ormond's queen, with all her YN 4 


. Shall con 
&« In chearful I 


end, when you're my bride, 


6 " deareſt Peggy, e muſt ſtrive 
o manage our Parts to well, boy 


* e 28 in tayen thall tell, 
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ood, at im) commands, I" x OY 
To take my Peggy by the Hasd, be 
„ While thus my love eaclt viſte p; 
© In chaript gilt, with eock-rail' 9225 en 
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&© But e're theſe happy. days Arrive, 52.6804" 
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And; as ſor ſittle Maſter Baſt, 
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To you alone, I truſt that fact; als 
For if thoſe curs'd\Reſcinders knew, 

What future ſchemes TI have in view, 

Tis ten to one, but they'd prevail, 

And I, and all my projects fail, 


« But, I've two uſeful fellows by me, 
Who ever ſtudious to ſupply me, 
With all the news they hear in town, 
For which they ramble up and down, 
And ſpunge, aud pimp, and lie, * latter, 


Until they find the ſubject matter, 11 ; 


1 what thoſe 6 chte wiſe . 


e . fail to know what aſſes, 5 
For Gub your friend, you know him well , 
Can curſe and ſwear, and lie like hell; 

And ſhou'd young Jack their anger fel, % 7 
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Well make him cut them in ge '2 L. 


By G- d, I do not wiſh her dead, 
Tho ſome good friends of her can a, 


That all her worth was thrown away 


That elegance did badly ſuit LE only.» 


* "Ss 3 * 1 


The rough ill-breeding of a brute. 


But don't you know, my love, ſhe's uſeleſs > 
She” $ * * Ts fick, and fruitleſs,.. 


The part that I intend to a, © 


— While: 


5 « Then, deareſt Peggy, be content, a ** 
Until this long, long wiſh'd event, Na 2 * 
Which muſt in little time Revs, ad 
* She having almoſt run her ra 160 4. 

Vet, notwithſtanding all. Pye = 5 1 
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4 While you; my Peggy, young and fair, 
*© Would bleſs your darling with an heir. 

Thus, thus my Tommy ſpake his love, 
While I unthinking did approve. 
Ah! what ftrange project firſt inclin'd 
My Tommy thus to change his mind, 
Adopt a plan, which now I ſee, 
Muſt ruin him as well as me? 
Did I not all my art employ, 

To ſhew how much I did enjoy; | | 
Love's mock embrace without remorſe,. - 1531] 
My Tommy's pride, and hobby-horſe? 
How oft with ſmiles and rapture too, 7 L 
* — you could not . 


never felt; 


7 Burſt forth in plaintive ſighs and tears; 88 
But ſoon as 1 this gauntlet nn,, , 
I 6finiſh'd what you'd left undone, | 


And then, whetl parting, how = fangs Fee. Wo 


5e 198 La. $49 9.4 
At all times ſtudious to take care, | „ 


My Tommy ſhould not want an heir, 1 
An heir, Oh word of ſuch delight! 
It brings my Tommy back to ſight; * 


en 3 
Methinks I ſee him in his chair, od 


While little prattlings, fat and fair, 
In playful ſporty ſurround his knee, 
With dady, ſee ; no, dady, me. 
And pleaſure gift on pleaſure- grown, £36 ud 
As * full as if his own. 

But, oh fad, Had reverſe of fate | 

ow — " boi, fromi what fo late __ 
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5 Feͤor which on earth you're moſt ike: 


1.8 } 
With chearful vapour fill'd your mind, 
When you were pleas'd, and I was kind 
No public praiſe, no compliment, 
Shut out from power, from parliament, 
In doleful dumps, with arms croſt, 
You now lament your honours loft ; 
No heir, your fortune tö inherit. 
Vour wiſdom, courage, or your merit; f 
In vain, your Mary, you adore z 
In vain, preſcription, and Tramore, 
Even hope, ſeems turned to deſpair, 
And all your views difpers'd in air. 
. Yet falſe and fickle as thou art, 5 
To too thee thus, it grieves my; 


. on 'The "es butt of fortune's w] 
Still ſtriving on that plan to hit, 


To what ſtrange wight can I compare 

My Tommy, dreſs'd en militaire, 

With bayonet ſlung, and knot on ſhoulder, 

Not Hercules himſelf look'd bolder ? 
Full ſure the ladies muſt admire, ,, _ . 

When you ſpake out, Freſent—-give fie. Wap” 
Oh loſt, for ever loſt, I ſee !!! 
Loft to yourſelf, to ſenſe, and me. 
All future hopes are now in vain, . 
And nothing left, but grief and pain. 
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